
< The troublefome '2{ajgne 

Ich. And are you gone? The diuell be your gu 1{ J 4 . 
Proud rebels as ye are to braue me fo : 6 

Saucie,vnciuill checkers of my will. 

Your tongues giue edge vnto the fatall knife, 

That fliall haue patfage through your trait’rous throats 
But hufht, breath not bugs words too foone abroad 
Lead time preuent the ilTuc of my reach. * 

Arthur is dead, l,therethe corziue grovves : 

But while he liu’d, the danger was the more; 

His death hath freed me from a thoufand feares 
But it hath ptirchaft me ten times ten thoufand foes. 
Why all is one,fuch lucke fhall haunt his game 
To whom the diuell owes an open fhame: 

Ki-s life a foe that lcueld at my crownc. 

His death a frame to pull my building downe. 

My thoughts harpt dill on quiet by his end, 
Wholiuingaymed fhrewdly at my rooroe: 

But to preuent that plea, twice was I crown’d. 

Twice did my fubietts fweare me fealty, 

And in my confcience lsu’d me as their liege. 

In whofe defence they would haue pawnd their Hues. 
But now theyfhun me as a Serpents ding, 

A tragy eke tyrant, derne and pittilefle. 

And notatitle followes after lohn. 

But butcher, blood fuck 7 r,and murthercr. 
o What Planet gouern’d my Nativity, 

T obode me Soueraigne types of high eftatc. 

So interlac’d with hellilh difeontent. 

Wherein fell fury hath no intered. 

Curd be the cro wne,chicfc author of my care,' 

Nay curd my will, that made the crowne my care; 

Curd be my birthday, curd tentimesthc wombe 
That yeelded me aliue into the world. 

Art thou there villaine: furies havnt thee dill. 

For killing him whom all the world laments. 

Huh. Why heer’s my Lord your Highnes hand & dale, 



CJ iar »ing on Hues regard to doe the deed. 

loht. Ah dull conceipted Pcfaut know ft thou not 
It was* damned execrable deed: 

ShewftoieaScale? Oh villaine, both our foules 
Haue fold their freedotnc to the thrall of hell, 

Vndcr the warrant of that curfed Seale. 

Hence villainc,hang thy felfe,and fay in hell 
That I am camming for a Kingdome there. 

Hubert. My Lord, attend the happy tale I tellp 
Forheaucns health fend $athan packing hence 
That inftigates your highnelTe to dcfpaire. 

Arthurs death be difmall to be heard, 

Bandie the newes for rumors of vntmth: 

Hcliuesmy Lord.thefweetcd youth aliue. 

In health, with eyefight, not a hayre amide. 

This heart took.c uigor from this forward hand, 

Making it weakc to execute your charge. 

John. What, Hues hee.' then fweetc hope come home a- 
Chafehencc dcfpaire, the purueyor for hell. (gen, 
Hye Hubert tell thefe tidings to my Lords 
That throb in padions for young Arthurs death: 

Hence Hubert > day not till thou haft rcueald 
The wilhed newes of Arthurs Happy health. 

I goemy felfe, the ioyfulftman aliue 

To fterie out this new fuppofed crime, Exeunt. 

The end of the frfi Part. 
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